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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a quick story. It will be written into just two parts.! was bored and | kinda rushed through it, so if 
its bad I'm sorry | wasted your time(; 


Dave the Physic 
Dave's PON. 


Nate and Chris left to get 


coffee. | was alone in the hospital room with Taylor. 
It's been two weeks. 
Two weeks since Taylor spoke. 


Two weeks since Taylor opened his eyes. 


Two weeks since Taylor made me laugh. 


| haven't felt this way about him before. Not as | do right now. | traced along his face, over his nose, around 
his eyes, over his lips. 


Two weeks since I've seen Taylor's smile. 

God how | love his smile. | haven't realized how much | love it until now. 

His eyelashes look really long. It would bring out if his eyes if | could see them staring at me with a smile. 
He'd be a really pretty girl. | laughed to myself and squeezed his hand. 

"Hang in there buddy." | whispered. 


Before | knew it, my lips were pressed against his. | couldn't help it. Should | even be touching him? Should | 


even be near him? | didn't care. | needed him. | needed Tay to come back. It's been two fucking weeks! 
| snapped out of my trance and pulled away from him, sitting back in the chair right next to his bed. 
"You alright dude?" Chris asked me, walking into the room with Nate and handing me a coffee. 


| nodded and swallowed hard, still startled by my actions. | was surprised in myself, but | didn't regret what | 
did. 


It actually felt nice, to clear things up in my head, that | liked Tay. | just don't know how I'd break it to him 


when he woke up. 

If he woke up. 

"Dave? You're acting funny." Nate spoke sternly. "You need some cheering up! Chris, que the music!" 
Chris nodded and started dancing as a doctor walked in and danced too. 

Back that Ass up. 

| laughed as Nate started spinning around and giggling. 


| laughed even more, but gripped onto my chair when | felt the ground start to shake, and | was falling. The 
music got louder and louder, and | started to scream. 


Taylor flopped down on my bed, and | sat up, frightened. 

"You alright dude?" Taylor asked. 

| nodded and looked around. Taylor was dressed like a girl, complete with a wig, makeup, clothes, everything. 
Typical morning on tour. 

| hear Chris's song thumping throughout the house. | could also hear Nate laughing. 

"D?" Taylor asked softly, and gently shook me. 


| focused back at him. He looked concerned. | hugged him tightly and he giggled. | guess he didn't realize | was 


being serious. 

| was shaking, and Tay pulled away from me, sitting up against the headboard and frowning. 
"I had a dream you were in the hospital" | murmured. 

Taylor raised his eyebrows and smiled at me assuringly. "D, l'm perfectly fine! Look at mel" 
He jumped on the bed and smiled widely. 


"I'm serious. You were out for two weeks. Just laying there in that hospital bed. It was like you weren't dead, 


but you weren't alive at the same time." 

Tay sat down in front of me with a serious expression on his face. "Don't worry. You'll never lose me, okay?" 
| nodded and nervously smiled. "Yeah, it's just that, l-I love you." 

"| love you two man! You're like a brother to mel" 

| sighed and stared at him. He had a goofy grin plastered on his face, in which | became in love with. 


He jumped up from the bed and opened the curtains, revealing the wonderful view outside of the hotel room. 


"Look! We're in London! We're on tour! We have Chris now! Everything is perfectly fine! It's all good Daviepool" 


| shook my head and stretched as he followed me out to the main room of the suite. 


The gig was good. | didn't let this morning bug me during the gig. We did the usual, played some songs off our 


new record, Tay and | talked about how much we love each other and all that shit. 
Everything was fine until | realized | must be a physic or something. We all went out to a bar after the gig, | 
ended up going back to the hotel early, then | got a phone call. Taylor did a cocktail of painkillers and booze. Big 


mistake. 


Just like my dream this morning, we're all gathered around Taylor's hospital bed, dumbstruck. Just great. 


It's been about a week since | saw Taylor's beautiful eyes. Hm, that should be something else | should say for 


our little act onstage. 

| wrote a song about him. It's called "On the Mena’. 

Chris and Nate have been coming and going this past week. 

| stay here. 

Whenever they come back, they always bring food and coffee, which Im very grateful for. 


| talk to Taylor sometimes, I'm not sure if he can hear me. Hopefully he can't, because all of it is really just 


mushy-gushy stuff. 


2 weeks. 
The amount of weeks it's been in my dream. 


| kissed Taylor while Chris and Nate weren't here. | couldn't help it. | guess | should break the news to them 
once they come back. | think | need some advice from them. Hopefully they'd be supportive. 


"But why did you kiss him?" Nate cautiously asked me. 
Chris took a bite of his sub and watched us intently like we were a soap opera or something. 
| wave my arms in the air. "| don't know!" 


"Wait, so you two weren't together in the first place?" Chris asked. 


Nate punched Chris on the shoulder and snickered. 
| sighed and rubbed Tay's frail hand with my thumb. "What are we gonna do T?" 


| fell in love with my drummer. 


Nate and Chris have been teasing me about Taylor since | told them. | knew that wasn't a good idea. 


My eyes were heavy, | needed a shower, and | was hungry, but | wasn't leaving his side. This was the time 
that he was supposed to wake up. 


| titted my head back against the wall and closed my eyes. 
But | heard a noise. The sheets rustled. 
| opened one eye and looked over at the hospital bed. Taylor was moving! 


| waited a few seconds, then ran to get a doctor and dialed Chris and Nate. 


When | came back, Taylor was sitting up in his bed. He looked up at me and his eyes lit up, like a puppy. 
| smiled from ear to ear and rushed over to his side. 

"Dave!" His voice cracked as he called for me. 

| rushed over to his side and kneeled beside him. 

"Its gonna be okay." | assured him. 

He stared at me for a while, then finally spoke. "Fuck off" He said. 

| laughed, finally knowing, that everything was going to be okay. 


While the doctors examined him, | just talked to him and wouldn't shut my mouth. | couldn't explain how much | 


missed him. He kept a smile on his face the whole time. 


They kept Taylor for a few more days to make sure he was alright to go home, and the rest of the band and 
| stayed with him until he got the green light to leave. 


